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-1995 


The air was off again. When it reached a certain temperature, Sav's air conditioner flipped them the bird and 
played dead. It waited till the heat approached the |05-degree (~4 C) mark before it conked out, with 
predictable regularity and predictable results. By late August, when they were on tour break and were 
supposed to be home, relaxing, in the midst of a wave of pavement-melting heat with no end in site, Sav was 


growly at best. Otherwise, ‘jackass’ was the term his long-term houseguest favored. 


Joe couldn't blame his mood. Even brought up in a row house with a tiny upstairs bedroom that caught all the 
summer heat and not as prissy about smell, he was uncomfortable. Every fan in the house was whirring at 


full speed and they didn't make a dent, just pushed the hot air into a sluggish breeze. Still, that didn't excuse 


Sav from snapping at him, and food delivery people, and the cat, and.. if the man made his house cleaner cry, 


Joe was going to spank his arse for him. 


They didn't see the type of fan here in the UK that Joe would have liked: metal and industrial-sized, they sat 
on the floor and he would swear it was like driving down the open road at a good clip, to sit or stand in front 


of one. 


So he ordered one. Be damned that it cost more to ship than to outright buy the thing, he was sick of all the 


pissing and moaning. He sprung for next-day delivery, too. Might as well go full balls when it came to price- 
gouging. 


The next morning he decided to take a walk down to the nearest little corner shop. They needed milk and 
cigarettes; Joe wanted the Post or Times or some other legitimate newspaper to let him know what was going 
on in other corners of the world Then he got talking to the shopkeeper's wife about the Southern California 
forest fires and the supposed war on drugs, aware of the mostly-empty baggie of greenery still left in his 
pocket from a couple days ago, and before he knew it they were having a cuppa in her tiny kitchen/office. 


Two hours later, he walked back to Sav's house, a little guilty with the milk dribbling condensation onto his 
forearm and the chocolates no doubt melting into a liquid smear in the folds of their paper wrappings. Someone 


might not be too impressed with that. 


Deciding not to announce his arrival, Joe let himself in through the kitchen door and put the perishables in the 
fridge. Then he laid the paper on the table. Not more than ten in the morning and it was already fucking 
stifling! And he was dripping sweat. Nope, he should not have worn jeans and a button-down shirt. He needed a 
shower before Sav got his knickers in a twist about "stink". 


As he headed to the stairs, Joe noticed a very large empty box in the living room. He smiled. The fan. Normally 
Sav would be over there with the Hoover making sure that every speck of cardboard dust and packing peanuts 
was out of his white carpet, but not today. Where was the bugger anyway? Joe would have figured him to be 
parked in front of the telly with the setting on the fan so high he could barely hear it. 


He wasn't in the kitchen, they'd already established that. Nor his office, or the in-home gym, when Joe 
checked. So he trudged upstairs. Sav was going to be greedy with it then, he thought remorsefully. He should 


have ordered two. 


Any thought of that, really any thought at all slipped his mind when Joe entered the bedroom and saw what 
he saw. He froze in place from the hotness of it all, which had nothing to do with the weather. 


There lay Sav in all his naked glory, every pale-gold inch (and some reddish-purple inches as well) sprawled in 
the middle of his huge bed. His hips rolled in a way he never moved on stage, the V-line on each side pointing 
to where his right hand was currently flying up and down. His back arched, nipples hardened and pointing at the 
ceiling, chin also pointed straight up. Joe took a moment to visually trace Sav's ultra-masculine jawline framing 


his softer facial features. At the end of the bed, one square metal fan sat at attention on a wooden straight- 


backed chair, its blades whirring loudly. The breeze, nay, wind, nay, gale it produced made all the darker hairs 


on Sav's legs wave around like tall grass in a field. Those legs were spread wide, toes curled back. 


There were some other longer, darker, and coarser hairs to be seen as well, and Sav's hand was busy in that 
area, fingers wrapped tightly around something that would not be quite so easily swayed by wind alone. Joe's 
mind was starting to move enough to think things like.. at attention.. erection.. not quite having caught up yet. 
Two things were evident, though. Sav was beating off with the help of the cool air around his most private 


areas, and second, he hadn't seen nor heard Joe. The noise of the powerful fan took care of that. 


Shedding his clothes in the bedroom doorway, Joe thought to hell with showering first and crept toward the 
bed. It was worth the glare he got when Sav finally noticed him. 


Joe crossed the room, long straightened blond hair swaying against his bare back, and crawled up on the bed 

till he was on hands and knees over the bassist. With Sav in a lethargic state, he pinned that heated, aroused 

body down to show it once and for all that hot was better. Maybe when he got between Sav's legs he blocked 
his personal whirlwind, but there were no whines but good ones over the amount of motion Joe could produce 
when he wanted to. The currents sent fingers of chills up Joe's back, which made his arse tighten and Sav to 
groan like a mortally wounded man as they rutted together. “Jesus, Joe, it's too hot to fuck..” 


Sav's toes were digging again. Out of the corner of his eye, Joe could see those long phalanges curling and 
flexing, rooting, threading themselves through the expensive cotton bedsheets as he worked. His legs were free 
push and widen as they would while Joe moved down to apply the suction of his mouth to the stiff stalk at 
the fork, pale pink lips folded over his teeth stretched to the limit. 


At the moment, Sav's vision was hazy at best. Beyond that, he was aware of his inner thigh muscles quivering, 
of Joe's fingers splayed and gripping on right there, and of his balls being suddenly soaking wet from what Joe 
was doing next, something the little freak referred to as teabagging or some such nonsense. That, they could 
discuss later, when he had a working brain again. Between his legs, Sav's view of Joe was foreshortened. His lips 
were the closest, for damn sure the most noticeable thing to Sav's eyes. Well, Joe's eyes, too, darkened green 
and slitted like a pissed-off cat but filled with all the raw horniness of a man in his prime. 


A tongue like velvet covered sandpaper whipped around his cock, covering the veins in lightening-fast flickers. 
Joe's thighs, fuzzy with dark hair, were spread wide and he was secretively humping at something, but Sav 
didn't begrudge him that considering that what motion he could manage was mostly being spent shoving his 
dick down that talented throat till Joe's eyes bugged out, partly from lack of air and partly from hearty shots 
of cream filling whatever was back from the very tip of a thick, thudding, jetting center-of-their-~combined 


universe. 


Still watery-eyed from the strength of his release, Sav paid attention to not much of anything for a bit, even 
when Joe unstuck his mouth and cool air hit the recently over-burdened flesh. A moment later, Joe raised his 
head, hair a disaster now and cheeks red from his efforts, and drooled Sav's load onto the flat surface below 


his navel. "What the hell..?" 


Just as his hardened stones dropped back into their rightful place, he was accosted by another view entirely. 
Joe had reversed himself, and it was not his face that Sav was now looking at up close. The crazy vocalist was 
smirking back over his shoulder, eyebrows raised and lips swollen, wordlessly asking, begging. Sav sat up like his 
waist was spring loaded and pushed Joe's bum to the side. "What have | told you about washing?!" he 


screeched. 


Joe was giggling madly. "| knew you'd say that. Fine, no fucking, no rimming, but | wanna get off on something 
other than your spare pillow," Joe explained, which also explained the deposit of the spunk now running into 


Sav's pubes. "frottage?" Sav grunted acquiescence and Joe scrambled up onto him again 


Plastered together as they were, the nine or so inches that advanced and retreated through the mess of cum 
and saliva between them allowed Sav other perspectives on the long, arched back leading to a tight bum. It 
didn't take long. Being with Sav always gave a sharp edge to sex of any type, ratcheting up Joe's need once he 
unleashed it. Plus, while it wasn't like striking himself with steel wool (he assumed), all that combined bush was 
somewhat abrasive. Orgasm cresting and his balls loosing the flood, Joe cried out like he was in pain and added 
to the mess. He flopped down onto Sav, who "oof'-ed at being pancaked and lay like a dead thing for half a 
minute. Soon enough, he noticed his arse was getting cold, thanks to the stuff breeze from the fan. He actually 


had goosebumps. Damn! 
"Like your toy?" Joe inquired later. "| never figured a fan could be a sex toy" 


Sav at least has the grace to look sheepish. "Me neither. Weren't planned. | plugged it in, and the air, all cold 
and blow-y, it felt so good on my balls. | just wanted to lie down and.. er...” 


"Yeah, | got the idea. So, do you suppose we could market it as a marital aid?" 

"No, wanker! | just got out of one marriage; not wanting to think about another, much less needing ‘aid for it" 
"Oh, Sav. Always so serious. That term should be taken with broad strokes." 

Sav let out a loud snort. "Taken with broad strokes: Like your arsehole?" 

"Now there's the secretly profane bloke | know and love." 

Fin. 

(Note: there's this one chick in one of my FB groups whose comments include "sweet Sav" *simpers* every single 


tucking time. He does seem very sweet, but they're all potty mouths. Anyway, Im sick to death of crying 
everything being "soft" so take that!) 


